REMORSE

rapturous eyes beheld, her heart breaking in twain, and
mute and motionless, with her mind she thus com-
muned : "My lord hath taken the holy path ; for selfish
ends his vow I seek to break. Tis not a cruel heart
that thus forsakes, but 'tis the deepest love for me that
keeps me farthest. If meditation brings him bliss, his
path I should not cross."

"Ba-a, ba-a", the babe lisped out; the mother with
her cloth closed its mouth. "Hush, prattling babe," she
cries ; "vex him not; utter thou that word no more, lest
from devotion deep he should distracted be."

Then in suppliant mood, round her neck the flowing
end of her cloth she threw and deep obeisance made,
and with the babe in her arms homeward her steps she
turned.

The Sadhu then questions himself: "Who is the
Being that ushered me into this world, and why ? What
ends of His to serve, and how do I stand to Him ? Is
He good or is He bad, and what are the mutual rela-
tions of the beings He has created ? "

He saw that His was a large household and all the
members of it, the sun, the moon, the clouds and stars,
the rivers and trees and all living creatures obeyed His
imperious will without doubt or murmur.

"He who could create such a household", thought
he, "is beyond the reach of human vision or conception.
Boundless is this great household and boundless too
must be its great Creator. I am like the meanest of
insects, smaller than a fly, the tiniest of the tiny. To com-
mune with Him or to be related to Him is impossible.